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allow,   I am not a barbarian to turn a sick man from my
roof.
ZACHARIAH, So! He stays, and I go to sea knowing he is
in the same house with Felicity, knowing that she, being woman
and a weak vessel, is attracted by the outward showing of a
man and will not look beneath the surface.
FELICITY. I am indeed a poor thing, Cousin,
ZACHARIAH. Felicity, will you drive all my doubts away ?
Will you marry me before I go ?
FELICITY. Weak, silly as I am ?
ISAAC. I have answered that already, Zachariah!
ZACHARIAH. And the answer is -still the same ? I am to go,
leaving Felicity to the devices of this spangled piece of pranked-
out suppleness ?
ISAAC. Am I to be dictated to by you ?
ZACHARIAH. No. By your conscience. Ask your conscience
if it is fitting for one of God's chosen to harbour the Amalekite.
He grows upon you like a canker. Cut him off I Here ! This
hour!
ISAAC. Nephew, you strut like a cock in a chicken run.
You pert blusterer, will you call my conscience to account ?
Listen to me; I am master here, and Lord Francis has my
cordial leave to stay as long as he desire.
ZACHARIAH. Then I must cut his staying short, myself.
ISAAC. You will forbear from meddling.
ZACHARIAH. I have God's precedent for meddling with
Satan's handiwork.
ISAAC. You insolent------
ZACHARIAH. Still, I will snatch this brand from the burn-
ing------
[Enter LORD FRANCIS WEBLING, in the extreme of elaborate
fashion. His right mist is carried in a sling. Late
handkerchief in his left hand. He is pale, but rather with
the paleness of habitual dissipation than of illness.
ISAAC [going to him}.   How does your lordship feel to-day ?
[ZACHARIAH goes up to window, staying there, turning his
back.
WEBLING. Pale, Mt Hammond, pale.   I had great hopes of